PUCK BUILDING, New York, August 13th, 1913. 
VOL. LXXIV. No. 1902. Copyright, 1913, by Keppler & Schwarzmann. Entered at N. Y. P. O. as Second-Class Mail Matter. PRICE TEN CENTS. 








TAKE A CAMERA ON YOUR VACATION. 


But remember, there is some Great Scenery around Broadway and Forty-Second Street in the Summer Time. 
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COMBINING DUTY gernprsemnnis unfortunate 
WITH PLEASURE. that Secretary BryAN’s 

lecture dates and his diplo- 
matic dates conflict. Not that Mr. Bryan 
will slight the latter in order to fill the former— 
only the most rabid of his opponents discredit 
him to such an extent—but it must be annoy- 
ing to have one’s combination vacation and 
lecture tour broken into repeatedly by the 
rasping call of duty. Would it not be possible 
to readjust matters so that the Secretary of 
State might go about “supplementing his in- 
come” without further interruption? The 
Mexican situation provides most of the dirh- 
culty. It is that which most disturbs Mr. 
BrYAN’s summer peace. Now, if some com- 
promise between duty and pleasure could be 
effected, how satisfactory it would be for every- 
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body. As head of the State Department, 
Secretary BrRyAN cannot escape direct personal 
concern with matters in Mexico. His well- 
known powers of persuasion may be needed at 
any moment in some crisis of mediation. There 
are Chautauqua audiences to be consjdered, 
however, and duty takes no notice of them. 
For their sake, as well as the Secretary’s own, 
let it therefore be suggested that Mr. Bryan 
do a little mediating “on the road.” Let repre- 
sentatives of the warring Mexican factions join 
him on the Chautauqua circuit, and talk over 
the knotty points between lectures. If they 
wore their native Mexican costumes nothing 
could be pleasanter, for then they might sit on 
the platform back of the lecturer, first driving 
with him in an open carriage from the station 
or hotel to the assembly ground, and thereby 
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adding a novel feature to the Secretary’s tour. 
It might even be possible to mediate in a 
separate tent ona raised and roped-in platform. 
Think of the opportunity thus afforded the 
management to send a man through the throng, 
crying: “Great diplomatic act, United States 
and Mexico, immediately after the main per- 
formance. ‘Ten cents. Who wants tickets?” 
Chautauqua audiences are made up of live 
people who take a patriotic interest in their 
country’s affairs and problems. The people 
would fall eagerly for a sight of diplomats in 
action, even if they could n’t hear a word that 
was said. It would be a novelty worthy of the 
Chautauqua circuit. As for Mr. Bryan, it 
could not fail to be personally pleasing to him, 
attendance and 


for it would mean increased 


an increased rake-off from the box-office. 
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“SHAKE, OLD MAN!” 













THE AGE OF GASOLENE. 


Y the initiate called “gas,” by uncouth foreigners called “petrol,” 
of this potent liquid doth sway the pendent world and fill our nos- 

trils, our heads, lives, and everything except our pockets. You 
cannot escape it. You go where the wild flowers bloom, and stoop to 
sniff their fragrance, and you sniff gasolene. You pluck a handful of 
berries by the wayside, and the flavor is distinctly that of gasolene. You 
hie yourself to the mountain-top, there to recline upon the upmost crag, 
and you think yourself in the true ozone and out 
of reach of human speed-fiends ; but a footfall 
pursueth and a voice accosteth you, asking if 
you can lend a poor devil a pint—a bare 
pint—of gasolene, that he may get to the next 
otl-plant. 

The air is rank with gasolene, and we , al 
think gasolene thoughts, live gasolene ex- i Vo “ 
istences, and (perhaps) die gaselene deaths. 
Children no longer cry for that good old 
medicinal dope of our foremothers, but 
they come into the world with a hankering 
Jor gasolene. The hand that rocks the 
cradle no longer rules the world. It does 
not rock the cradle, because it is busy with 
the stecring-gear, and the crafty fellows that sell the stuff that makes 
the wagon buzz — meaning John D. and his friends — they are they 
that rule the world. Father works to earn gasolene for the family ; 
Willie blows his allowance for gasolene; and the summit of human 
wishes is to have a barrel of the stuff always on tap. 

King Richard wanted a horse so badly that he offered to give his 
kingdom for it; though the truth was that the wretched man knew well 
cnough that at that moment he had no kingdom to give, and if he had 
had a kingdom, and somebody had given him a horse, he would have 
changed his mind about the payment when he got safely home. In these 
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NATURAL LOCATION. days Dick the Dirk would have yelled lustily for gasolene to feed that 
AVIATOR FLy (volplaning).— Ha! What a stunning landing! A regular seven-passenger “six” of his. And would he have got it? Nay! 
natural aviation field! Even in these days of gasolene we know a member of the Down-and-Out 





Club when we sce one, and the touring-cars would have passed King 
Dick like the wind and hidden his imperial head in a cloud of dust. 







HER LETTER. Gasolene is for the victors ; losers and pikers get the smell. 
H! Here’s the answer to my note oo 
In which I asked her to be mine. 
If she but favor what I wrote INSTRUCTION. 


I ll kneel forever at her shrine. 


ounny.— And does the gas-meter measure the quantity of gas you use? 
Papa.—No, my son;—the quantity you have to pay for. 


I wish she wrote more plainly. What? 
Oh, yes! —“ TI got your note to-day, 
And hasten to—to—to—say oa 
Great Scott! What 7s it that she hastes to say? 





of “That though we were dear friends’’— Of course, 
I might have known ’t would end like this— 
“TI never thought of love.’’ I'll force 
Behind me this short dream of bliss. 


“So that your declaration quite 
Surprises me, I must confess. 
I'll think about it over night.”’ 
Well, that means “No,” then.—*P.S.—Yes.” 


James G. Burnett. (j ; 
iA 
‘aA 


AN INTERRUPTION. 


. PF twelve long years,” roared Spartacus, “I have met every 
form of man or beast the broad empire of Rome could 


” 









furnish. The Numidian lion 
A Voice.—How about the Welsh rabbit? (Cheers and cat- 
calls and much confusion in the rear of the arena.) 


FIXING HIM OUT. | a 
seer ’d like to go shooting to-morrow, if I could only 
get a dog that was well trained. 
ErHet.—Oh! I'll Jet you take Dottie, then! She can stand 
on her head, and shake hands, and play dead, and say prayers, and 


do Jos of things! IN THE STILLY NIGHT. 
: , Ree at CounTRY INNKFEPER.—Did you hear the fight out in front about one 
T* man whose mind is not made up should no more air his opinions o'clock this mornin’ ? 
than he would his bed in public. New YorKER (wearily).—Yes. It put me to sleep! 














_ makes the world go round, but the disappointed lower is apt to consider 
it quite flat. 
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AND ONE LITTLE DRAGON-FLY STARTED IT! 











GRANTED! 


HE sat across the car from me, 
As fair and sweet a maiden 
As fondest dream could hope to see— 
A tailor gown arrayed in; 
And I—I gazed as tho’ bereft 
Of sense, until she darted 
A flashing shaft at me, and left 
Me dazed and bleeding-hearted. 






“Cupid!” cried I, “ were e’er such charms? 
The world I'd give to win it,— 

The joy of holding in my arms 
That form one blessed minute!” 

She rose to go; the speeding car, 
As tho’ it were enchanted, 

Stood still! Thanks, Cupid, for that jar! 
My plea was quickly granted ! 


aA 


THE UNFAIR CLAIMANT. 


wy dis Mistah Claims?” she asked as she sidled into the office of 
the Claim Department. “I hedda axdent on youah cah, suh. I 
jess done got one foot on de step— zi 
She pushed back the black “bunnet” that was worn over 
her head for mourning. 
“My name am Rosy Giddin’s, an’ [ jess done got 







fo’ one foot on de step, an’ de cah gin a yank, an’ frowed 
me down. Yassah! Dat was free yeah ago, an’ I wah 
sick nigh two months, gittin’ wuss all de time, an’ I 
been sick evah sense. Wot dat yank done gin 
me wah spazzams.” 
“JT ’ve heard about that. You tried to get 
on after the car started, and you're making 
trouble for nothing. You are suing us for 
$10,000, and you've had spasms ever since 
you fell down some back stairs.” 
“Down some back stahs! W’en d’ I fall 
down inny back stahs?” 
* About ten vears ago, with a basket of clothes.’ 
Yase, o’ cose I hed de spazzams. Wot dat cah 


“Qh, dat time. 
done gin me wah—yassah, I done jess git one foot on de step, an’ dat 
cah frowed me down, an wot dat cah done gin me wah er—tuhble 


sickness. An’ trouble? We nevah wished to make no trouble foh 
nobody. We wa’n’tnebber 
gwine come neah you, an’ 
Mistah Giddin’s, poo’ 
blessed man, he ain’t heah 
now, nohow, he done fix 
up one time ter come ter 
see you, an’ he look so 
nice wif his fine moral 
mannahs an’ his cane, an’ 
he jess gwine git eight, 
seben thousan’ dollahs, 
an’ call it squah, an’ you 
wa’n’t heah. But dat 
cah, | jess done got one 
foot on de step, an’ it gin 
a tuhble yank, an’ [ gotter 
git sumpin shuah! 
“Wuh, I huhd o’ er 
white lady, an’ she jess git 
one foot on de step, an’ 
de cah gin er yank, an’ she 
got hult in huh spine in 
huh back some place, an’ 
she git erbout  seben 
thousan’ dollahs; an’ | 
huhd o’ nother w’ite lady 
—vassah, I done wuk for 
Auh, right in huh house, 
an’ knowed all erbout it, 
an’ she wa’n’t huht’t all, 
moah ’n I is, an’ she jess 
git one foot on de step an’ de cah 
gin er yank, an’ she had de ner- 
vous system, an’ she done git 


STRICTLY 


Mr. COHENSTEIN.-— Imbossible. Rachel! 


hat man who wanted the earth probably newer stopped to 


the taxes would be. 




















FIRE-PROOF. 


Mrs. CoHENSTEKIN (at shore hote/).— Oh, Isaac! 
Dey ’re making money ! 


DEAF «xo DUMB 
ASYLUM 








erbout ‘leben thousan’ dollahs. I hain’t woh’yin’ erbout wot I kin git. 
No, suh! I’se got muh witresses right whah | kin put mah fingah right 
on ’em; an’ if thah’s gwine ter be any co’t business, an’ spine in youah 
backs, an’ nervous systems, I’se ready foh it, yassah.” 

“ All right.” 

“ Ain’t yo’ gwine gimme nothin’ ?” 

“If you go along now, and dismiss your suit, I will give you the 
thirteen dollars you paid to start it. You ought to get hold of some 
car a little earlier, and start your suit over again, anyway.” 

“Thirteen dollahs! Suhtinly dat ’s mighty little money.” 

“There ’s no time to talk. Go and think it over. 

“Co’se, few wo’ds is best. You bet I hain’t felt much like chin- 
nin’, mahse’f, sense Mistah Giddin’s done been swiped on me. But I 
sho’ think you-all ought ter scratch eroun’ an’ git me a little moah 
change dan dat. I jess done git one foot on de step, an’ dat cah gin a 
pow’ful yank. Thah wah folks got on dat cah fo’ she started, an’ dey 
seed it, an’ dere wah er woman settin’ in de cah, er lookin’ out; wuh, 
she like ter fall in er fit. She gin a yell: ‘Dis cah done run ovah a poo’ 
cullud woman! Looka thah, looka thah, she’s layin’ thah on de track, 
daid!’ An’ dat wah me, mistah, an’ dat woman could tole ye, ’cuz 
she wah er settin’ thah, gossipin’ out o’ de winder. An’ I done got er 
tuhble sickness, but I wa’ n’t gwine make no trouble. Co’se, we go to 
de lawyahs; we s’pose dey und'stan’ such things moah’n us poo’ cullud 
folks, an’ dey don’t make you-all so much trouble. Wuh, Mistah Gid- 
din’s, he always say: ‘Don’t you bodder nothin’ erbout it. Don’t 
bodder dem folks ’t all,’ he say. Wuh, bless yo’, chile, he say: ‘Dem 
folks got troubles er thah own.’ An’ co’se I had dem spazzums afo’, 
an’ I wouldn't tole you er lie moah’n a stah dat hang up in de ele- 
ments, but I sultinly did git tuhbly huht. 

“I wuh de fines’-lookin’ gal eroun’ heah fo’ dat axdent; co’se dey 
say expressin’ yuhse’f ain’t no compment, but ’deed | wah. Muh 
heahin’, dat’s wot’s ’fectin me, kain’t heah nothin’. Wuh, I’se got er 
little cana’y buhd, an’ I 
did use love t’ heah him 
sing. Kain’t heah him no 
moah. Wuh, sometimes 
inde mawnins, dat in’cent 
buhd he sing like he bus’ 
hisse’f, an wake me up; an’ 
it make me feel mighty 
bad, an’ | say: ‘No use 
ter sing now, little buhd; 
I kain’t heah a wo’d you 
say.’ An’ ’peahs like he 
un’stan’ it too, an’ mos’ 
de time he sing soft an’ 
low, an’ it don’t soun’ no 
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loudah 'n a_ whispah. 
Muh heahin’ ’s clean 
gawn, an’ muh jaw— 


heah dat crickin’ noise? 
Heah dat crickin? Dat’s 
muh jaw. Wuh, dat 
jaw ’s no good, no moah, 
nohow; kain’'t eat nothin’. 
Kain't bite er pig's feet 
ner no othah kind er bone 
business. I suhtinly think 
you-all ought ter scratch 
eroun’ an’ git me a little 
moah change. Muh 
heahin’ fected, an’ muh 
eyes gawn, an’ Mistah 
Giddin’s swiped on me, I sho’ 
don’t know what I ’se gwine ter do. 
I mout aswell be daid!” yw. F 


Subbose dis hotel should take fire! 


consider what 








‘3802 @ oy ANUNOD ey} 0} S908 pur ,,‘Aep []e Jeo} SIY UO,, ST UBUT SIU *aSfo19xe 10y A1jUNOD ey} 0} S203 pure ,,‘Aep [Je ASep e 3e Ss, UeU SINT 











NVR en \\ ne n& 
4S MY, 


-_~ = 
~ 





a | yg pS S 
j ~ 4 ef - sane! T atthe 4 ' F ¢ | j — 
z +r eeeceeees: f Yj // = If) ah | 
a SSSSEPFYy Fe 6 WY" ZA a, \ or HA 


~ 


/ iP ed) sy ” 


/ 1e\\ og 


}Ai/ Lt] Tif ff 4 | 
/ = 
& 4/\\ | 


fe 
W/L 4 4 j 


LU i By, 
Sy ( 4, Dy, Sx 


ZZ 


























‘SSAVG WHNWNS NI SOHL AAAA SVM L. 



































} 1 NW 


We a 


ye SHS 
aa On 








A 


7 4 
Ti 
RECEP T4eT Ry } bi i 
oo PORT Te 

einai] E Ta 








SSS = 
. a > fn im 1) 
98% gD An oe E ig 
| tsi a aba! Wa ba Tadpy 
a . 


For Experience is a hard teacher, and bastes his pupils with 
a halter-strap on the end whereof is a buckle. 

Now, so great did the demand for the wisdom of this 
Sage become that he started a factory and canned wisdom 
of various kinds, all of which he sold for spot cash. And his 
prices were fourteen shekels per can in plain cans, and fifteen 
shekels with a can-opener, and he did a big business at the 
old stand, and advertised on all the barns from Trebizond to 
East Orange. 

Now, this Sage was wise on all subjects, and knew all 
things regarding the earth beneath, the heavens above, and 
the rapid transit subways under the earth. He knew why a 
hen goes over the road, and when a door is not a door, and 
when New York would have reai rapid transit, and many 
other things too numerous to put on papyrus. 

3ut it came to pass that in the days of Alkassan, Caliph 
of Bagdad, when the Sage was full of years, that he fell ill, 
his time having come, and he advertised his wisdom factory 
for sale cheap. 

Now, there lived in the city of Yonkers, beyond the 
domain of the Caliph, a youth who bore the name of John 
Smith; and, hearing of the approaching sale of the wisdom 
factory, the youth journeyed to the sage-brush, for he was in 
love with one Sally Jones, and he desired to set himself up in 
some good business and get married. And he said to him 
self: “If this old jay is not a fake his outfit will be a good 
thing to push along, and I will buy it and move the whole 
works to Harlem and wax rich, for I will be able to sell wis 
dom to many men. But if the old duffer is working a shell 
game, I will proffer him the icy glove and pursue myself.” 

Therefore, the youth, when he had entered the presence 
of the Sage, asked him but two questions, and the Sage 
answered them truthfully. And the first question was this: 
“Do you really know everything worth knowing?” 

And to this question the Sage replied: “I do.” 

Upon receiving this reply, the youth asked in an eager 
voice: “What, then, do you think of Sally Jones?” 

‘To this the Sage was forced to reply in the following 
words: “TI never heard of the lady.” 

When the youth heard this he arose in wrath and pulled 
down his trouser-legs, and put his hat upon his head, prepar- 
ing to depart for Yonkers. But ere he went he spoke. 

“You old jay,” he said, “you are a hot Sage, you are, 
I don’t think! You ought to have a leather medal, for fair! 

















OLD HOME WEEK IN WALL STREET. 
Ir Dorsn’r Look as IF VERY MANY WERE COMING BACK. 
A GAME OF WHIST. 


OUR ghosts there were who played at whist. 
Forsooth, they played it well! 

And all agreed to not desist 
Until the matin bell. 






They dealt the spectre cards around 
With quivering quail and quake, 

For fear that if they made a sound 
The sleeping world would wake. 


Then something sharp the silence broke— 
“What’s trumps?’’ a voice did cry. 
It was a lady ghost who spoke 
And knocked the game sky-high! 
Winthrop Gray. 


er 


THE YOUTH AND THE SAGE. 


'\\y aie upon a time (says my Arabian author) there lived a Sage who 

was noted for his wisdom, from the city of Ispahan to the S. E. 
quarter of the N. W. quarter of the south half of township 22, range 49, 
east of the 96° East of Greenwich, and such a warm baby in Sagedom 
was he that he made his home in the sage-brush, and lived entirely on 
sage-tea. 

As rumors of his wisdom spread abroad in the land, many people 
came to interview him and to get tips on various things, as is even yet 
the custom in Bagdad and Wall Street, for it is commonly considered 
easier to drop onto a ready-made pointer than to learn by experience. 





Ss 


ex has a great deal to do with the 
hair to look like their red-headed b 





If I were you I would shut up my wisdom-shop and run a 
peanut-stand in Erebus until I cut a few wisdom-teeth. Any 
hayseed that claims to know everything worth knowing and doesn’t 
know Sally Jones is a fraud, and his wisdom isn’t worth two cents 

F. O. B. New York.” 

Here (says my Arabian author) ends the tale of the Youth and 
the Sage, and the moral is, that when a young man is in love all the wisdom 
in the Encyclopedia is as nothing 
compared to one hair from 
his lady-love’s 
“As to what comes 
after marriage” (says 
my erudite author), 
“the gracious Allah 
has kindly spared me 
the misfortune of be- 
ing able to write 
knowingly thereon.” 


tresses. 





DISTINCTION. 


“W 
chap?” 


‘‘That, sir, is the hero 
of a rumored war.” 


HO is that mili- 
tary-looking 


FLESH AND BLOOD. 


i. Mr. SrRaAlTLACE. “Nips 
I’ve been over to see 
the agent about the house ANOTHER SWAT FOR MERE MAN. 


Aunt Matilda bequeathed 
tous. What a pity that she allowed a liquor saloon to occupy that corner! 
Mrs. STRAIrLace.—We must sell it, of course. 
Rev. Mr. StRaiTLace.— The agent tells me the liquor saloon is 
well rented, and the property ought to bring a good price. 


idea of beauty: Men do not dye their 
rothers. 
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BIG GAME. 


"HERE are some rather quaint notions of sport adrift in this 
world. Among these may be mentioned playing poker in a 
closed room in the dog-days, turkey-trotting, slumming, 

riding in a Ferris wheel, tearing through space in an autocycle, and 
marching in a procession. But perhaps the conception of sport 

which most persons find elusive to 
the imagination ts boring holes in 
big game in the African wilis. 
vlitely speaking, this sport is 
sometimes referred to as “hunt- 
ing.” By magazine writers of 




















the old school it is yet called 
“dangerous” and “exciting.” 
But to those of us whose experi- 
ence with big game has been 
restricted to seeing the lions fed at 
a zoological garden, and have observed 
an enormous elephant being made to 
stand on his head by an underfed 
circus employee wearing a number- 
five hat, it is difficult to discover 
gust where the sport comes in. 
A gentleman named Van Alen 
272 has just sailed for Africa to bore 
some of the aforesaid holes in the 
fauna of that continent. Even the 
most enthusiastic mammaticides would not contend that Mr. Van Alen is in- 
validating his life insurance. He is going to do his hunting ina specially 
constructed steam-car,“ accompanied bya party of experienced native hunters.” 
The specially constructed car is armored. The guns are, of course, of the 
heaviest calibre, and the animal death-rate for Africa will total big. 

This steam-car will not fear to go anywhere. The merry party 
inside the car will maintain hearts of oak. Gaselles, wildebcests, and 
canary-birds will hover around the car, watching its progress with hungry 
eves, but they will not devour a single member of the expedition. Animat!s 
may be ferocious, but man will not be denied the fruits of his superiority. 
There are dangers, though, in such a trip. The slightest misstep on the 
part of the members of the expedition, when the car is in motion, might 
cause them to fall and sprain their thumbs 























A MEAN ADVANTAGE. 


MoTHER.—Clarence, stop that! Let me down instantly! Do you hear ? 
CLARENCE (still working air-pump).—Do I get that quarter I asked you 
for, or don’t | ? 


** The way that dog is sniffin’ round, 


there must be somethin’ doin’! ”’ 


QUALIFICATIONS. 


-_ youR candidate for this 
high office a man. whose 
statesmanship has been proved 
by years of experience in posi- 
tions of trust and responsibility ?” 

“T dunno.” 

“Possibly a reformer, some 
grand ola Christian whose life 
has been tested in the crucible of 
affliction—his whole being on 
fire with the grandeur of moral 
ideas?” 

‘* Mebbe, mebbe.” 

* A man of charming person- 
ality?” 

* Not exactly.” 

*“ Graceful wit?” 

“No.” 

‘A lion in debate?” 

‘No, no!” 

“Then to what influence— 

“That ’s it, pard; vou ’ve 
struck it at last—he’s got in- 
flooence!” 


” 


A-GIRL OF TASTE. 
| ome — Hurrv!§ Quick! 


Throw her a life-preserver. 
DROWNING GIRL.— Haven't 
—vou—a—white—one? ‘That 
—dirty—drab—does n’t— match 
—my—blue—sutt. 





AT CHURCH-TIME, 


RS. OLDTIMER — Does your 
husband still think that 
you are too good for him? 
Mrs. NEw_ywep.— Yes. He 
complains a good deal on Sun- 
days! 





FOR A PURPOSE. 
 eneigtipie did vou get 


such a cheap trunk to go 
to the seaside with? 
Griccs.—I don’t expect to 
bring it back with me, 


SADDER STILL. 


: Fo" of all sad words of tongue 
or pen,” he muttered, ‘the 
saddest are these: ‘It might have 
been!’” 
Young Spooner’s lip quivered. 
“You’ve never heard a girl 
say ‘Nit,’ have you?” he mut- 
tered, sadly. 


- every man helped himself, 

that part of the world which 
came late to the banquet would 
find bare platters. 











THE POLICE-DOG 
ON THE SCENT. 
































“L'il go an’ get the proprietor tu 


: rr 
open up! 











‘It’s a good thing you live over 
yer store. It would have been my 


duty to break in!” 




















‘*‘Now come out of that, Mr, 


Burglar! We got yer dead torights!” 


_ eight hhithbhjpassnnnn? 
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“‘It vos noddings, Mr. Officer. 
All der tieves got mit my butcher- 
shop was a few links of sausage! ” 





























Like other beauts of whom we read, 
His charms all lie in his curves and s 


ALL FOR HER. 


EJECTED because he had no money! 
It was a cruel blow to the poor but 
honest cashier of Solidrocks & 
Co. And yet he could not help 
loving the proud beauty. 

A grand, noble, self-sacri- 
ficing character was the young 
cashier, and he could have 
borne his misfortune cheerfully 
had he hoped that the fair girl 
would marry a man worthy of 

her choice—a kind, generous, 
broad-minded, high-souled man, 
as nearly as possible like himself. 
But to learn from her own lips that 
she had her eye on Solidrocks, his 
employer—mean, sordid, covetous old 
Solidrocks—that he could not bear. Such 
alliance he resolved to prevent at all hazards. 
But how to prevent it? All night he 
tossed about on his restless pillow, but ere 
the morning dawned his plan was formed. 
Old Solidrocks carried an enormous bank 
balance; and the cashier, besides writing a 
beautiful hand himself, could also write the less 
beautiful of Solidrocks. He was too wary to 
draw the whole balance at one fell swoop, but 
nearly every day when he went to lunch he 
stopped at the bank and salted away five or ten 












A Journalist is @ man 





Marty O’ Toole, the Pirate “beauty,” 
Snapped in the act of his daily duty. 





B stands for bat, and also for Baker, 
A powerful pair from the home of the Quaker; 


And Baker himself stands with confident smile, 


peed. 


ee ae 


thousand. He had half a million of the grasp- 
ing old miser’s money when the engagement 
was announced. Beads of perspiration stood 
out on his brow when he heard they were going 
to be married in three months. It was a short 
time in which to complete his herculean task, 
but his great love upheld him. The girl must 
be saved. He redoubled his efforts. His 
checks increased in size and number. The 
days went by and the wedding approached 
dangerously near, but the big bank account was 
by no means what it had been. 





THE SAME MOTION. 


Tourist FROM NEw YorK.—Pretty choppy, 


is n’t it? 
Srconp Dirro.—It sure is; about as bad as 
riding on top of a Fifth Avenue "bus! 


All ready to larrup the leather a mile. 


The mercenary beauty was arranging her 
trousseau and deliberating whether she would 
have a maid-of-honor, and if not, why not, 
when her father entered, his face white as ashes. 
Without a word he handed her a newspaper. 
She swooned as she read that the cashier of 
Solidrocks had been arrested on the Canada 
line, and that his forgeries had ruined his 
employers. 

She never married. She is somewhat fassée 
now, and the chances are against her. 


A LOST HEIRLOOM. 


ee is no gout in Sir Percy’s family, is 
there?” 
“Not now; there was formerly. It was in 
troduced into the family by Sir Roland 
Highliver, but they have been so miserably 
poor for the last two hundred years that 
they couldn’t keep it up.’ 


KNEW THE BRAND. 


ee say my size is thirty- 

eight? Give me a size larger—to allow 
for shrinking. 

Cierk.—But these are the “Unshrinkable 
Fabric.” 

Customer.—Then you'd better give me 
two sizes larger. 


who owns a paper and hires someone else to run it. 





| A Goop-NIGHT MESSAGE. 











b 
from the head of the stairs. 





Try One of Our 
Dry Varieties 


Martini— Regular 
Martini—Dry (medium) 
Martini—Brut (very dry) 
Manhattan—Regular 
Manhattan—Dry 


At all dealers 


G. F. Heublein 
& Bro. 


he others to silence. 


| “Hush!” she said, softly. 


/good-night message. 







Listen!” 


| Then 





bug!”—WNational Food Monthly. 
More IN Ir. 
a hard loser. 


vb MARTIN 
” Eh_Cocktaild 





| . 
| Boston Transcript. 












HANDICAPPED. 


“Tenement Tommy” 
Asks for 


A Square Deal 








E lives in New York's stuffy 
tenement district, the most con- 
gested spot in America. 

In his sultry three-room home there 
is scarcely space toeat and sleep. His 
playground is the blistering pavement 
of the ill-smelling streets, hemmed in 
by scorching brick walls. 

No trees, no grass, not even a whiff 
of fresh air,—in the only world 
Tommy knows. Ash cans are 
his background, and the rattle 
and roar of ‘traffic his environ- 
ment. 

Tommy's widowed mother is 
broken with worry ; his sisters 
and brothers are as pallid and frail as 
he. The winter struggle has sapped 
their vitality. They are starving for air. 

No medicine will help Tommy. 
What he, his mother and the other 
children need are: a chance to breathe 
something pure ard fresh,—a taste of 
sunshine and cutdoor frecdom,—an 
outing in the country or at the sea- 
shore. But betwecn Tommy and his needs 
stands poverty, the result of misfortune. He 
' must suffer just as if it were all his fault. 

od ‘And that is why Tommy appeals for a 
~~ square deal. Nor does he wish you to 

forget his mother, or his “pals” and their 
mothers,—all in the same plight. 


This Association every summer sends thousands of SUGGESTIONS 


“Tenement Tommies”, mothers and babies to the country 


The patter of tiny feet was heard 


Kinderby raised her hand, warnin 


There was a moment of tense silence. 


“Mamma,” came the message in a 
| Shrill whisper, ‘ Willie found a bed- 


Griccs.—I hate to play poker with 


Briccs.—It’s a hanged sight better 
|than playing with an easy winner.— 








and to Sea Breeze, its fresh air home at Coney Island. A 
dollar bill, a five dollar check, or any amount you care 


to contribute, will help us to answer Tommy's appeal. School or Club. 


Send contributions to Robert Shaw Minturn, Treasurer, A card party at your | 
summer hotel or 


Room 204, 105 East 22nd Street, New York City. 


NEW YORK ASSOCIATION FOR IMPROVING 
THE CONDITION OF THE POOR 


camp. 


your friends. 


R. FULTON CUTTING, President 








A lawn sociable by 
your class, Sunday 


8 | 


“The | 
jchildren are going to deliver their 
It always gives | 
me a feeling of reverence to hear them 
| —they are so much nearer the Creator 
| than we are, and they speak the love 
that is in their little hearts never so 
‘fully as when the dark has come. 


Another reason why a girl cannot} 
'eat as many strawberries as a man is| 
because he is looking.—Dalias News. 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
} 
| 





A subscription among 












HUNTER 
WHISKEY 


HOSPITALITY 
AND GOOD CHEER 


Sold at all first-class cafés and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 


HEALTH 
| 











TWO KINDS OF MAGNETISM. 

















The susceptible knight finds the maiden a magnet; 


Che piquancy of a Sherbet is attained by using «a dash 
of Abbott's Bitters. Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in 
stamps, CU. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 








Shanahan'’s Old Shebeen, 


“THE MORNIN’S MORNIN’.” 


By Gerald Brenan. 


IN response to the many requests from our readers for copies of this famous poem, which 
appeared in PUCK several years ago, we have issued it as a Booklet. in large, readable 
type, with the original illustrations, at 


TEN CENTS PER COPY 
Admirers of ‘‘ Shanahan’s Old Shebeen’’ will appreciate the opportunity to secure 


copies in handy pocket form. For sale by all booksellers and news- 
dealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price. Address 


PUCK 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 
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Lack oF OBSTACLES 

A Scotchman who had worked for 
many years on the railroad among the 
Highlands of Scotland came to the 
United States in his later years and 
settled on a section of homestead land 
on the plains of the Far West. 

Soon after his arrival there was a 
project for a railway through the dis- 
tiict. ‘he Scotchman was applied to 
as a man of experience in such matters. 

** Hoot mon,” he said to the spokes- 
man of the delegation, “ye canna built 
a railway across this country.” 

“Why not, Mr. Ferguson?” 


“Tall Oaks From 
Little Acorns Grow” 


Fifty years agol. W. 


HARPER was but “Why not?” repeated Ferguson, 
little known outside | with an air of effectually settling the 
|} matter, “Why not? Dinna ve see 


the Old Kentucky 
State. To-day its 


fame is world-wide. 
You find it everywhere. 


the country’s as flat as a flure, and ve 
hae nae place whatever to run your 
toonels through?” — Youth's Com- 


panion, 
RUNNING Low. 


BERNHEIM DISTILLING Co. 


“Why are vou in such a hurry for 
Louisvitte, KY 4 r 


the new currency ?” 
“The little supply that I had of the 
old is nearly exhausted.” — Buffalo 


Express. 

















And the jealous burgher finds that - 


Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott's Bitters are 
ur roe tizing and he “— Sample of bitters by mail, 
ets. instamps. © Abbott «& Co., Baltimore, Md. 


ONE ror EXCHANGE, 

Sam had been apprehended by the sheriff for chicken stealing. Being 
without funds he bided his accustomed time in tie calaboose until the day of 
the trial. Still without funds, he was also savs counsel. Witnesses, also, he 
had none; of character witnesses there was total lack, for anyone who 
testified to Sam’s probity forthwith removed himself from the category of 
Witnesses—that is, from the category of those who knew anyvihing about the 
facts. Of this Sam was well aware. 

“Sam Jackson, you are in custody of the law,” announced the judge. 
“The State provides counsel for those who lack it. I hereby appoint these 
two gentlemen present in court to defend you. Have you anything to say?” 
Sain’s face brightened at the judge’s words. 

‘Two sang Ae Yo’ Honah!” he exclaimed delightedly—and then, with an | 
engaging grin: “ Yassuh, yo’? Honah—but ef it ain’t crowdin’ the law, cain’t I | 
| 
| 


” 


swop off one o’ dem lawyers for a witnuss?”— Zhe Evening Fost. 


YounG Docror.—What are you doing with that Latin dictionary ? 
OLp Docror.— Mr. Gotrocks has a cold and I’m looking for a name.— 
Stanford Chaparral. 


















For Liquor and Drug Users 


A scientific treatment which has cured half a mil- 
lion in the past thirty-three years, and the one 
treatment which has stood the severe test of time. 
Administered by medical experts, at the Keeley 
Institutes only. For full particulars write 


To the Following Keeley Institutes: 
hiladetphia, Pa. Waukesha, Wis. 
S12 \. Broad St. 
littebarch, Pa., 
4246 Fifth Ave. 
Dallas, Texas. 
Salt Lake City, Utah. 
Seattle, Wash. 








Hot Springs, Ark. 
Atlanta, Ga. 

Dwieht, I. 
Marion, Ind. 
Des Moines, Towa. 
Crab Orehard, Ky. 
Portiand, Me. 


Omaha, Neb. 


Manchester, N. i. Winnipec, Manitoba. 


Guatemala City, 
Guatemala. 

Puebia, Nexieo. 

London, England, 


Buffalo. N.Y. 
Greensboro, N. C. 
Cotumbas, Ohio. 
Oklahoma City, Okla, 
918 N. Stiles St. 
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The Better the Barley 


the better the brew, is the reason 
why Anheuser- Busch only buys 
the most costiv Barley grown from 
which to brew and age 


Budweiser 


“A FRIEND OF MINE” 


The ever-increasing demand for 


Budweiser has been honestly won 
by its uniform Saazer Hop 


flavor, quality, purity and 
mellowness. q 
Bottled only at the home Ne LO <a 
plant in St. Louis 


Anheuser-Busch Brewery 
“do you managers always take your 








St. Louis 








“Wry,” 
shows out of town for their first performances?” 


asked the curious person, 


” said the manager, “we know that if an outside town will stand 
a show without killing the company, New York will be perfectly delighted 
with it.”—Jndianapolis Journal. 


Walk, —— You, Walk! 


"PAIS is the poem 


that you read in 
PUCK years ago and 
have been looking for 


We have 


“‘ Because, 








ever since. 
now issued 


“WALK, 


—— YOU, 
WALK!” 


as a Booklet, in large, 
readable type, with the 
original illustrations, at 


Ten Cents per Copy. 





















Ad>mirers of this famous poem will appreciate the opportunity to secure copies in handy pocket form. 


Address 


295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 


For sale by all booksellers and newsdealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price 
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How to be 
happy though 
hot 







A large 


a long cool drink 


One swallow will not make you shiver, 
but a bottle will cool you off, 


RESORTS, RESTAURANTS, SALOONS 
©. I. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. Y, 


ELDER SISTER. 
tue One.—-Who is the girl that 
just passed P 

THE OTHER.—That’s Miss Nutt. 
‘THE ONt.—Hazel ? 
tHE Orner.—Ches.— Zhe Siren. 


ALESMEN making small towns, Whole Time 
or Side-line, sbould carry our fast selling 
pocket side-line Special sales plan allowing 
return of unsold goods. Makes quick easy 
sales. $4.00 commission on each order. SOME- 


THING ENTIRELY NEW. Write for outfit to-day. 
BURD MFG. CO., 212 Sigel St., Chicago, Ill. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 


> ws » 
, : New York 
BRANCH WARKHOUSE: 20 Beeman Street. § . Yo 


All kinds of Paper made to order 



















Phe Knight's coat of mail is also susceptible to magnetism 


GREAT 


“Its Purity Has 


FE Rn ER TON 


BEAR SPRING 
Made It F: 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered 


In the PATH 


of 






> 










Men, modes and man- 
ners have changed, but 


Old Overholt Rye 


**Same for 100 Years’’ 


has remained uniform in quality and 

purity for over a century. Honestly 
distilled from the first, it has delight- 
ed the taste and won the approval 
of men for generation 
after generation. 


A Straight Rye Whiskey 








Fliegende Blatter. 


WATER. | 






A. OVERHOLT & CO, 








imperial, 
_ “eer 








4 Pittsburgh, 
Y Pa. 


Bottled only by the Brewers 


Beadleston & Woerz, | 


NEW YORK 

















OLp Lapy I hope, my boy, that 


}vou do not sell papers on Sunday. 


SMALL Newspoy (sad/v ).—No, mum. 


|f ain’t big enough to carry a Sunday 


ledition vet. 


; , 
San Jose Oracle. 





by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 


Photogravure in Sepia, 11 x 8 in 


Copyrizht 1907 by Keppler & Schwarzinarn 


PUCK PROOFS 


Copyright 1907 





SO YOU'RE GOING HOME TO-MORROW. | 
By E.. Frederick. 


PRICE 25 CENTS 








What Puts the Color 
in Kinemacolor 


Do YOU know the secret of these motion pictures—that reproduce nature’s 
most gorgeous colors so accurately? You will find it disclosed in the Sep- 
tember issue of POPULAR ELECTRICITY and the WORLD’S ADVANCE. 
Wonderfully simple, yet mighty interesting, are the facts. The *‘movies’’ 
will have a new interest for you. 


THE MAN WITH A SILVER DOLLAR SKULL 


An unique and uncanny person is he, whose 
acquaintance you will make in this same 
issue. Less uncanny, but quite as unique is the 
old explorer's project to connect direct with 
the fundamental source of electrical energy. 
There's food for thoughtin: 

A Scheme to Tap the Magnetic Pole 
Ever been to Egypt?) Whether you have or not 
you will enjoy this intensely interesting fea- 
ture entitled: 


The Source of the Nile 
It isa long jump from that ancient, slow-mov- 
ing worldto the recitalof modern, 20th Century 
wonders, such as 


Latest Marvels of the X-Ray 
These five random selections from the Septem- 
ber issue are only typicalof the 

200 Other Fascinating Subjects 
fairly alive withdevouring interest and accom- 
panied by a choice selection of 

Over 150 Absorbing Illustrations 
that combine to make up one of the most inter- 
esting and instructive popular magazines ever 
published—— 


POPULAR ELECTRICITY 


AND THE 


WORLD’S ADVANCE 


for September 


NOW ON SALE AT YOUR NEWSDEALER’S 


To give you some idea of the immense scope and wonderful range of interest 
of this unique publication, glance at this brief summary of contents: 


MOTION PICTURE DEPARTMENT— 
A resume of latest photo plays and sketches of 
the actors. But, more than that, these 16 pages 
take you out with the camera men—back into 
the studios, laboratories and manufacturing 








astonishing applications of this subtle force— 
facts of vital interest to everyone. The sul 
jectis covered from every conceivable view 
point, appealing alike to the general reader, 
the student, amateur, or practical man. This 
page section, alone, constitutes a mag 

































ONLY 


FIVE MINUTES’ WALK TO THE STATION 
By FE. Frederick. 


Photogravure in Carbon Black, 15 x 19 in. 


PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 





Chese are but two examples of the PUCK PROOFS. Send Ten 
Cents for Fifty-page Catalogue of Reproductions in Miniature. 





Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 











places. 
this tremendously great development of mod 
ern times that reaches twenty millions of 
people daily. 

WORLD’S PICTURE’ GALLERY— 
Sixteen solid pages of striking photographs 
with pithy headlines graphically portraying 
World Events of the Day—current history in 
the making, presented in the most entertain- 
ing manner 

THE GREAT ELECTRICAL SECTION— 
It tells you in simple language the fascinating 
Story of Electricity. The various Departments 
aud numerous special articles — all profusely 
illustrated—keep you in touch with electrical 
progress the world over, and vividly show the 


POPULAR ELECTRICITY 


for September 
15c a copy 


Get It 


It gives you a comprehensive grasp of 64 


TODAY 
from Your Newsdealer 


azine replete with entertainment and instruc 
tion for every member of the family. 


MANY OTHER LIVE ARTICLES— 
devoted to modern progress along other than 
electrical lines. Thirty-two pages present the 
latest advances in science, industry, agricul 
ture, city building, railroading, automobiling, 
travel, art, amusements, and on innumerable 
other subjects touching the varied activities 
of our complex civilization. From all parts of 
the globe there is brought before you vivid, 
living pictures and views of the world in actior 
today, interesting—educational—uplifting 
This immense 128 page entertainment awaits 
you in 


tit WORLD’S ADVANCE 


for September 
15c a copy 


If vour dealer cannot supply you send us his name and your own name and 
address with 15¢c in coin or stamps and we will mail you a copy, postpaid 


POPULAR ELECTRICITY PUBLISHING CO., 350 No. Clark St. Chicago 
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